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— she would mount then and there and ride in the Bois. Remonstrances chilled her whim to iron will. Horses were sent for, her maid aroused. She flung on her habit, and held her hand out for her cha-peau. There was none.
"Mademoiselle should recall the new riding hat had been too small, had been returned for blocking."
"Tres bien, le vieux done, vite !"
"Oh, mon Dieu, il fut donn6." A quick blow stopped further explanation.
" Quelle que cruche, que cette fille," then a moment's silence, a roving about of the small hot eyes, and with a bound she tore from an American artist's hand his big soft felt hat. Turning the flapping brim up, she fastened it to the crown in three places with jewelled pins, tore a bunch of velvet from her dinner corsage, secured it directly in front, and clapping the hat on the back of her head, dashed downstairs and was in the saddle with a scrabbleawless classthe graceful aplomb that             gowns were without a  spot  or stain;  that
